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Rogues Gallery 

By "Rollin Casey" 





T. P. GlDDINGS 



Otto Miessner 



Now who'd a thot to see Thad Gid- 

dings, 
That he would do such fancy did- 

ding? 
I never would believe, would you? 
That once he chanted "Nanki Poo"? 
Pink tights, a maid to woo, a rope 
To hang himself? Yea, that's the 

dope! 

I whisper, do you see him sittin', 
Gad zooks, he's knittin' on a mitten, 
But wait, he'll give it to some boy, 
And that will fill his heart with joy. 
Purl one, drop two, count twenty-four, 
And — ladies list ! a bachelor ! ! 

He'll write a letter with his toes, 
But none the less he'll diagnose 
Your vocal troubles, rythmic hitches, 
Tonal smears, or faulty pitches. 

Her kom down har fon far Anoka, 
He spik dat Swenska bak home folk-a, 
But sanging, dat ban feen, I guess, 
In das har town Min-o-po-less. 



Listen my children and you'll observe 
How Otto W. had the nerve 
To write some doggerel roundelay, 
And called his dog and hiked away — 
And tried to sell his dog-goned tunes 
To a lot of wild jayhawker loons. 

2. 

'Twas twelve by the Marshall's Ing- 

ersol — 
When he passed the jail and found it 

full, 
And guided by his sense of smell 
He reached the Leavenworth Hotel — 
He spurned the bell-hop, dodged the 

clerk — 
And by some close chromatic work 
He got to bed, with feet that hurt, 
A-snoring in his undershirt. 

3- 
At six, Old Sol up reared his head 
And Otto bounded out of bed — 
Massaged his shoes, reversed his cuff 
Pie wet his hair and planned his bluff. 
"You ask me, stranger, whence my 

pelf? 
I'm selling songs I writ myself — 
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But soon I'll rise to fame, by d , 

For I'll invent the 'monogram.' " 

4- 
He came down stairs. He looked 

around — 
"Ha! the piano" — Hear him pound — 
The landlord's wife came shimmying 

in 
To the doggerel tune of the tinkling 

tin. 
Then Otto rose — played no more, 
But bolted for the breakfast door — 
Oh, joy, for mush — oh, bliss the cakes 
And coffee just like mother makes, 
But like the sword of Damocles 
The thought — "How shall I pay for 

these," 
But Inspiration struck the bell — 
I'll pay for dog with doggerel. 

5- 
The gudewife said, "Come play some 

more/' 
It makes my feet go Terpsichore." 
Not loath to turn an honest penny, 
He knew full well he hadn't any — 
He smote yon box full well and long ; 
He sang and sold her many a song. 

V envoi — • 

Still Otto earns his eggs and ham 

By pounding on a "Monogram." 

Rollin Casey. 



THE PETER PAN OF MUSIC 



Dear Supervisors :- 



Once there was a Boy 
In Grand Rapids Michigan 
Who loved Music 



And zvhen he went to College 

And studied Latin and Greek and 
Calculus 



He saved room in his heart 

For Singing. 

And zvhen he grew up 

And taught men all kinds of things 




Peter W. Dykema 



He -found that music 

Was the best and biggest thing 

That he could teach. 



So he taught boys 



And grown up men 



And Giggly girls 



And Grandmothers, and Grandads, too 
And immigrants 



How to sing Carols at Christmastide, 
And rounds and canons 



And yes, even the Messiah. 
And in the Great War 



He bound the hearts of the home folks 



And the soldiers together 

And the students and the workers 

With a golden chain of Universal 
song. 

Do you know why everybody loves 
Peter 



I do. 

I thank you. 



Casey Rollin. 



